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On With The Show 


Author's Notes: 

Well, | think it's pretty obvious that's it just drivel inspired by the song. And don't get me wrong, here. | love 
Nikki. This just came to me one night when | was trying to fall asleep and "On With The Show" was on a loop in 
my head. 


Disclaimer: Don't own, never happened. Poor Vince. 
Nikki used to be so sweet and gentle. Well, no. Nik was never sweet and gentle. Frankie Ferranna was. But 
Frankie's gone now. 


Nikki is nothing like Frankie was. Frankie used to hold me and bring me flowers and leave me notes that said he 


loved me. Nikki never says he loves me. Nikki likes to beat me and call me names. 


Tommy tells me Nikki loves me. But | know he doesn't. 


Frankie would never leave me. And he was faithful. Nikki comes home at four in the morning smelling like JD 


and cheap perfume. 


| know there's an image we should keep. And | know l'm not the good Christian rock star. But | know where to 
draw the line. Frankie used to know, too. 


Nikki doesn't know. He holds me down and forces me. Sometimes | bleed. Nikki doesn't care, though. Frankie would 
never force me. And Frankie would never fuck me. Frankie used to kiss me all over and make love to me. 


Frankie was so gentle. 


Nikki's not gentle at all. He's mean, and he likes to start fights. He likes to make trouble wherever he goes. 
Frankie never started fights, but he knew how to finish them. And he never fought with me. 


People say Frankie Ferranna killed Frankie Ferranna. But Frankie didn't have it in him to do that. Nikki Sixx killed 


Frankie Ferranna. And now he's killing me. 
It was a long time ago, or maybe it wasn't. | called him Frankie. I'd said, "I love you, Frankie." And he smiled. 
"Frankie's gone, babe. I'm Nikki Sixx now." | smiled at him and shook my head. 


People know what Nikki does to me. They can tell. Sometimes it gets hard to hide the bruises or explain the 
limping. And you get tired of standing all day because it hurts to sit down. 


They ask me why | stay. They tell me | should leave him. Mick tells me all the time. l'm not sure why | stay. | 
don't think | love Nikki. | think I'm still waiting for Frankie to come back to me. 


Tommy never asks me why, though. | think he's waiting for Frankie, too. 

Sometimes | think maybe he'll come back, after all. When | see him in Nikki's eyes. When | see him and not Nikki, 
for only the briefest second. And then | know Frankie's fighting. Lately | think he might be winning, too. But 
Nikki's fighting hard. They're both fighting with everything they've got. lim still not sure who'll win 


Tommy tells me to be strong. He tells me when he's putting ice on my bruises, or washing the blood off of my 


thighs. | tell him I'm trying. 
But it gets so hard. The drugs make Nikki worse. Mick hates him. Mick doesn't even bother with Nikki. 


Tommy does, though. Tommy fights back. | don't fight anymore. Tommy tells him to look at what he does to 
me, and what he's doing to himself. Nikki laughs and tells Tommy to fuck off. Just like he laughs at me when | 
cry. He tells me I'm weak. | am. But Tommy isn't. Tommy will keep fighting him. Tommy is fighting for Frankie. 


| am too, just not like Tommy. Nikki is just as strong as Tommy is, stronger even. So | keep by him. Well, | keep 
by Frankie. So Frankie knows that I'll always be here for him. It's no good to try and reason with Nikki Sixx. Only 


Frankie would listen, and there's nothing he can do. 


So I've got to be strong, and just keep waiting for Frankie. | guess I've just gotta go on with the show. 


